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The Mythic Circle #27, pg.33 
Pul was foJlowing the wizard's cat, but the cat was quick, slinking out of sight around a comer. 
Pul wasn't as sure-footed, and the soles of his moccs were too smooth for the stone stairs. He 
gazed up at Ux's crooked tower shrouded in mists and put the heels of his hands against his eyes. 
They were playing tricks on him again-the rocks seemed to be watching. 
The cat yowled on the ledge above him, nearly sending him over the cliff. He steadied 
his nerves then climbed again, but on hands and knees. Safer. He peered for a moment over the 
edge, bis hand sending pebbles bouncing down to a raging torrent. Yes, crawling was best-good 
too, if Ux got word he was coming and scanned the approach with his Magic Monocular. 
The wind took hold of Pul's shirt and shook him as the cat whisked into a tunnel. Pul 
didn't like look of the tunnel, but went in. At least there, he could stand and walk. And, she was 
waiting to be rescued. A plump little maid with rust-colored curls who was always surprising 
him by turning up. He remembered the first time she appeared, resting her anns on the top of a 
pasture gate and looking at him with mischief in her eyes. It was after one of Ux's storms, and 
the sky was still rolling with thunder. After that, she kept showing up-always unexpectedly- 
offering Pul a flower or throwing a snowball, then laughing and running away. 
Ux must like her too, for be had kidnapped her--that was the town talk. There wasn't 
much known about her. Some said she herded goats in the passes above. No one knew for sure . 
. . Pul only knew that he liked her. 
A meow echoed in the tunnel. He put a hand on the wall. He didn't like the damp feel of 
it, but needed it in the dimness. The only light was something like a flickering yellow star far 
ahead. He tried to hurry, thinking of the little maid. Though, she could probably take care of 
herself-that is, if anyone but Ux had taken her. She had plenty of nerve, liking to cat-fight with 
the other maids and tease the lads. She teased Pul about his curious hat and unusual clothes. 
Was he with the traveling circus? she wanted to know. She had kissed him ... 
The yellow star was a flickering torch in an iron bracket in the trickling wall. He grasped 
it and went out the tunnel. Night was falling, sorry to say. There were plenty of things that 
would be out and about in Ux's neighborhood-wolves and worse. 
The muscles of bis legs fluttered with fatigue. He rubbed his eyes again and the strange 
apprehension came back that the rocks were watching, amused. 
Ahead stood a narrow stone bridge without a parapet, spanning a gorge. A low shadow 
raced the bridge and disappeared in the mist. 
Pull crawled across-none too easy with the torch. He would rescue her-and, then 
propose. She seemed to like him, and she would be grateful. Perhaps she had a dowry, and they 
would be cozily well-off. She would make a nice little wife, for there was more than mischief in 
her eyes--there was a soul that could be trusted. . . 
On the other side, he was at iron doors in thick walls. They didn't appear to be guarded, 
at least not by anyone he could see. He climbed the wall on the strength of determination. 
Gaining the top, be sat for a moment studying the shadowy ward littered with strange engines of 
iron and cracked globes of glass. The moon was rising, and the cat was on the top step at the 
keep door, washing a paw with a delicate tongue. Pul pushed the end of the torch into a crevice 
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Writing catches them. 
They live, 
Shapes in amber, 
Eggs from afar. 
A reader breaks them. 
The eye hears: Gilgamesh awakens! 
The Silmarils flash. The Two Trees live. 
How long do they live? 
How far do they go? 
A lover's whisper, 
A mountaineer's yodel, 
Pythagorean wisdom, 
Dreamtime lore. 
The ripples cease. They die. 
Words are breath, 
Air vibrating 
Invisible waves. 
They are heard. They are lost. 
"In the beginning was the Word ... " 
by Beth Russell 
Logos 
and, grasping a vine, descended. 
He paused to shake out his legs, then strode up the steps. He had no plan yet, just his 
dream of rescue. He knocked. 
Nothing. 
Noticing a bell-pull, he yanked. As the bell sounded-rusty tongue on duJl iron--he 
remembered that he'd left his knife at home. . . 
I 
A smaller door within the thick panels cracked open, the cat slipped through, and light 
from a lifted candle dazzled Pul's eyes. It was the little maid surveying him with pleased 
astonishment. 
She whispered, "It's you, Pul--how nice!" 
He blinked and frowned. 
She turned away, flicking her curls over her shoulder and crooking a finger for him to 
foJlow. "You can come in for a moment-but be quiet. Father is sleeping ... " 
